THE LITTLE SEAECHER FOR TRUTH

The expression "ten thousand years" is used
most frequently as a Chinese superlative. One
day the little fellow asked his mother:

"How much time is ten thousand years 1"

"It is such a long time that no one knows," re-
sponded his mother.

Another time he asked her, "What is the
heaven, the blue sky, made of?"

"It is made like a kwo turned upside down." A
Jcwo is a family rice-dish.

"But are there not other Jcwos over the first
one?" asked the lad. The dear old mother could
not answer.

His earliest conception of immortality came one
day when he asked his mother:

"What happens to persons when they die?"

"All is ended, Wen; death ends all," sadly de-
clared his mother.

"But I don't want my life to end when I am
dead," asserted the poor little searcher after the
truth. Alas! even his mother had no information
from which to draw comfort. She could only give
him her love.

I did not "bother the Reformer to recall much
of the details of the ancestral worship of his home,
for, as already stated, the ancestral tombs of the
Suns were not at Choy Hung, and the ancestral
rites are more commonplace in their observance
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